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Worlds Remade While You

By Deems Veiller
Skaetches by Alex Rosenfeld
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supercrat and the superman,
seven stages; let me explain,

He preaches the coming of the |
There are |

is & moan in monotone for mercy and the
millennium."
“Waw!" said the lieutenant,
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gir brownstone steps wid into the [rat “The fourth stage is the PSTVCHOLEQN,
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rich boof parhie, gud the suflocating gazing intn the eyebull of ecstasy and eter- | And then, while =sc ( i broken Eng-
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| “The sixth stage iz the SUPERCRAT, | {
| | He iz first cousin to the superman-to-be. | |
| Ho is one who understands the seven won- | |
! | ders of the ego and the six hundred laws "I should be ashamed to edit any sort of paper that wouldn’t be |
| | of nature. All sunercrats séek danger be- | suppressed.” :
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paper that woulda't be suppressed,” said
he. “Resd this!” ond he handed & muszed
Journal to the Birfessor, who read:

“‘Freedom, & revolutionary journal,
dedicated to human freedom.

{s one who has developed hie social instinet
until he iz nble to saecialize his selfishness,
The surplus value of his ego he gives awny
beeausn {t inereases his happiness. In do-
ing this the sum of happiness is increased

“Supervisor of vot?" the tallor wanted
to know. “Gueranteed by vot eystem?”

"The system of logie,” said the Sirfessor.

“For vy don’t you make a calendar of it
und aell {£7" began the tallor.

Max Schlawbinsky and his latest neo-impressionistic painting en-
titled “The Russian Situation.'

“GREETINGS
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ket of tired-locking fruit; thera 18 the
picture of throe atrange trees with searlet

swered, with some thought, I
wimmen's suifering,"

| But you turn te the sxpounder of the
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belief in

Knight of Knowl-
edge among be-
nighted bipeds,
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‘\ I am goinge o gel some more then the babel asgsunmies component pacts | tations
cough medicine. [t didn't help It rises up and smites you in the ear. . | “Revolution means Roevplution-snnt re- “Sure, | helicve in wimmen's
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the soft gliding syllables of pidgeon Eng- | dom’—he expoets it to be suppressed next and fipght for ind {reudum. Lall on Suturday evening, Janusry 25, at
lish, snd over all the deep boom of the | issue. There is a fat man in a Prinee Al- AT Park View Paluce, on 110th Street, you
Sirfessor telling the world of his philoso- | bert and checked trousers, and a pretty

phy.
land and says he is & friend of Bernard
Shaw,

And then you will relaix onto a long,
fow, running divan, and lean your elbows
on a rickety table. will not notice
the fresco of wviolent green and yellow
mattress ticking that is behind you, but
your eyes will travel to the opposite aide
of the room from the peacock blue curtsin
on the window across the fly-specked door
to the wall where the pictures are. It is

You

e has come from Cliieago via Eng- |

little: thing from uptown.

“Pell me,” snid the pretty little thing,
leaning across the table to the tailor, “do
you belisve in woman suflfrage?”

“Pefore you answer that;" said the Sir-
fosyor, “let me expound a few of the laws
of nature to you.”

And the Sirfessor said: “Personality is
the producer of pregress, for where per-
sonality presides power resides. Next, ex-
ploitation s the first law of progress
Next, self-preservation is the first law of

AL

"I yofilin't gif five evnts for dot”
was the tuilor's opinion

"An anarchist" amended the Sirfessor,
“is the meekest orgamwism that ever dashed
through space backward" A voung lieu-
tenant in the uniform of the Canndian Cav-
alry eame in at tiis point and stood star-
ing at the Sirfessor, who got up: und, sUD-
porting himself against the tuble in a
lachrymose manner, continued: “Commau-
nism is the wild, weak wail of weaklings,
cheaplings, meeklings (nd groundlings for

This

succor, support and sympathy. Soeialism

| you

suddenly realize that the nice little thing
at your table is really a very nice little
thing, and you start to tell her so. hut
along comus Esther she “This

mrd EAVE S

i5 o restaurant, not a4 private room.”

S0 you fumble arovund for your hat and
slink out, and, a3 the door creaks hehind
you feel the of cooking

following you to thé =tieet and the voice

wiurm  smell

of the Birfessor suying: “1 am the only
one who knows anything about the Mentoid
of Mirth, new seienee”——, and you are

out in the clear night air.

The Bond Between:

A Short

Reita

Lambert

Ranck

T WAS one of those little blockhouse
suburbs, so adequately covered in the

and round beds of nasturtiums; there was ’

o helf-moon of forget-me-nots and a full

real estate pamphlets: “within easy | moon of azaleas; thore were narrow borders

commuting distance of town, invigor- |

| P
ating sir, all modern conveniences, gorgeous | Ramblers

view; why pey rent when you can own
your own home'

Little homestoada were beginning to pop
up at reeular fntervals along the newly-
guttercd strents: scrubby fields resigned

themselves to the rolling and hedging of |

enthusinstie inveators, antd the scattered
eluster of neat, unimaginative little houses
gradually took on some semblance of their
owners' persanality.

Allen Hardy's house, for example, spoke
entirely of its master. In spite of its sound-

ing-board walls end inadequate flooring, it |

bad an air of rugged subatantiality, Only
the two tiny grass plots on either slde

of the front walk were conceded to the |
decorative seheme devised by the architect. |

The plot back of the house, neatly fenced
In with white pickets, was wholly devoted
%o less beautiful but more nourishing prod-
Beta of the moil. With the exception of a
narrow path which ran dewn the exact mid-
dle, llke & neat part on a young girl's head,
the parden was a flourishing mass of vege-
tables. Every possible varisty was rep-
tesentod there by o small but seleet group
of delopates, o

It wax here that Hardy was to be meen
after the arrival of the b:48 on weekdays,
the 1:26 on Saturdays and all day Sundays,
his lerge, somewhat stooping., flgure in-
tased in overalls, his shaggy, graying head
Protected hy a huge garden hat, weeding,
hosing and elipping with indefatigable
Patience,

At first he had had eyes only for those
ldolized rows of his between the two sldes
of pleket fence, and then one day, stretch-
Ing restfully aftor long hour of lettuce-
thinning, hix eyes wandered inguisitively
Into hix meighhor's garden on the left—
kis sols noighbor at present, although the
bullding 1ot on his right had already felt
the first plek on ita knobby breast, He
#ood gazing & moment ot that other gar-
den-—ey lovingly cared for my his own, and

& disdalnful wmile twitched his ragged
mustache,
“Flowers—In war time, and not a veg-

#able!” wup hia comment, laden with limit-
lesa moorn,

And it wus quite true. Beyond the fence
Wa3 & sister plot of hia awn whone poa-
Mbliitio of asefulness hud been smothorod
benesth 5 gaudy and oxquinitely fragrant

et There worg wguare beds of panules | it—in o bron' new house?

of sweetpeas, and already feeund Crimson
were elimbing the sorrounding
fences and the tiny back poreh, It was a
fairy wish in that commonplace land of
unbelict,

Allen Hardy grunted e little and was
shout to let himself down, by easy stagoes,
into a sitting pesture, when the keeper
of the extravagant parvden appeared, a
watering-pot in ler hand, & white apron
embracing her little, stovepipe waist, She

saw Hardy at onee looming up there out |

uf his wvepetable pateh and gave him a
hright, neighborly mned before she com-
meneed her round with the watering pot,
Hardy solemnly veturned the bow, noted
that she was little and old and brisk
and resumed his lettuce thinning,

But from that day forward the neighbor-
1y exchange of nods continued, Very prob-
ably it would have stopped right there
hnd she not spoken first and thereby di-
vulged her seeret. It was on a warm August
afternoon that Hardy, repdy with his formal
greeting, discovered her bearing down upon
him, gtepping carefully over and nround her
colorful handiwark, At sight of her coming
toward him he swept off his shade hat
and they achieved opposite sides of the
fence simultancously, Her erisp skirts were
gathered cautiously in one hand, while in
the other she held a curious, wiry object
which she offered to Hardy.

“It's the mousetrap,” shes explained,
“gomehiow it's gone wrong., I can't stand
cnte—never could—and they're just run-
nin' all over my cellar—the mice I mean,
I thought maybe you wouldn’t mind my
askin' you"—

She was all of eixty, with thin, *very
white hair, drawn carefully away from a
pink part in the vory centre of her head.
Her skin was the soff, apple blopsom tint
of an old lady whose womanhood was
achieved before the back pages of the
magazines were erowded with skin food
and powder advertisementa,

Hardy's keen glance beneath his shaggy
brows thought her pale, blue eyes held o
burden of ineffuble sndness which differed
oddly from her brisk step and cheorful
manner. He took the trap, hanging his
hat on a convenient picket,

“Mighty queer,” he said politely, “how
wometimes these things do go wrong. Il's
the wpring, 1T guoess."

AR iU 0 new wne, tdo, almost" she

affismed  “Queer ghaut those mice, ain't
"

"Well,™ he mused, strong, red fingers
busy with the trap, “it's a new neighbor-
lood, you know, They're probably coming
from that old dump over there by the rail-
road track."

She nodided brightly.

“Just whet 1 thought! Dut the sales-
man told us—me and Georgle, my son

that they'd soon Have it filled in over to |

that dump."”

"Yes,” he said, “they told my boy the
same-—before we'd bought,”

They weore silent for & moment while
Hardy busied himself with the intricacies
of the Lrap.

“You got a son, then?" he =aid absently, |

“Away, is he?”

There wag a4 little pause,

“0Oh, yea!" she said, and her voice was
elaborately casunl. "Whyy, we'd hardly
got ont here—we lived in the eity —before
Geordie, he went—to the war, you know."

Hurdy raised his head and looked at
her.,
and dry. -

“Well-ll," he ejaculated slowly.
that's queer, fsn't it? That's just the way
it was with me and my boy, Hal, My
boy's name is Harry. He felt ha had to
up and go when we'd no mere than got
settled.”

The two faced each other for a still in-
terval, nnd ench penetrated the other's
brave disg#ise, You, too! the searching
eyes seemed to say; instead, the woman
gpoke, very proudly:

‘Geordie didn't have to go—he was
thirty-four, but he just felt like he couldn’t
help it. And so, after gottin' me fixed all
comfortuble, he said he gpuessed he'd try
to enlist, and lie did—fibbin® about his age,
though. Ilo passed everything fine.”

“That's how it was with Hal. ‘Dad,’ he
anys to me, ‘I don't care if I am over age—
something's pushing me. I'm hueky and
nobody's depending on me; it isn't right
not to go! So he did. He didn't look
more than twenty-cight. He's a fine mr
chanie, been working with me in the shop
tince he was eigliteen.”

“Geordie," she said, "is over there now."

“So is Hal, A letter eame this morniny,
eensored and all, just like he said it would
be,”

“Well, welll” she suid, and her wistful
eyen sought his and smiled bravely.

“Well, well!” he repented, unconscious
of any banality., For a moment their eyes _
wandered  wadly out  over the sultry

mendows, dotted with real cstate signs, to
distunt horizons. Then hers came back and

L rested on her neighbor's garden,

The faded blue eyes were very bright |

“Now |

| snd the trenches, weighing

"Myl" she sald with a sudden cheerful-
ness,  “What a lovely garden! Those are
voung tomutoes, sure as 1 live! Now, how
gensible to have vepgetables.”

"ol not nesr so pretty as fAlowers,™ he
gaid lovally. “They are beautiful Aowers,
no doult of that. T never saw prettier.”

She beamed hack at him.

ST little houguet. No—
now don't refuse 'em; my nasturtiums need
pickin'

pick you @

“l was just going to offer yon some of
these radishes," he snid eaperly, “and ig
a day or 50 there'll be a good mess of peas

- van'd like them.

The radishes and nasturtivms changed
hands, and each gift held the invalushlo
trensure of ecomplete sympathy and under-
standing.  Each knew the depth of the
other’s loneliness, and to each the prox-
imity of a fellow sufferer was a bound-
less comfort,

After that the two pardeners, in the late
afternoons, drifted inevitably toward the
fenee. Brief little burats of confidence en-
lightened each about the other and Al-
len Hardy came to know that Agatha
Mauson, long a widow, had come, a little
reluctantly, to the city when Geordie had
been offered a partnership in a brisk gro-
cery business, This venture, under fhe
magic touch of Geordie, had thrived, the
perusal of real estate pamphlets had ceased
to be un idle pastime, and the small estate
with “the gorgeous view" was finally theirs.

“Those stuffy ecity flata just didn’t agree
with me," she confided to her neighbor,
“Geordie, he saw thnt, and it was hia last
word that he was glad to leave me situated
here where I could lave my flowers like I
used to at home

“Geordie” and “Hal,” it developed, had
much in common—quiet, retiring naturea,
admittedly plodding rather than beilliant
Both had pondered long and laboriously
before taking the final step toward khaki
the need of
his single parent against that of his eoun-
try, and succumbing finally to a conseien-
tious conviction that the latter's was the
grenter.

Gradually, &0 magle was the bond he-
tween them, each grew to feel a friendly
intimacy for the other's son. Quite uncon-

sciously Mra, Mason hegnn to speak of
Hardy's boy as “Hal” and Hardy's cus-
tomary greeting for her was: “Evening;

ATNY News | Geordie?”

“This,!" suil Mrs. Muson, one late August
evening, fAuttering nver to the fenee, her
hands full of various sized squares of card-
bonrd, “this is Geordie at two. His curls

| ehuckled Hardy,

were yellow then—though vou can’t tell in |

i picture, "
RS

Vell, swell!™ admiringly from Hardy.
“And hiere he is taken with me when he

was tive, He was so proud of that velvet
suit. Hut, my, how he did hate his curlst!
"Yes, HMal didn't eare much for his”

“We had to ecat them off
when ho was six.”
Mrs, Mason clicked her tougue against
the rool of her mouth sympathetically.
They're like that—Vloys are. And here's

sehool.”
Always their
Reminiscences

talk was of their boys.
popped up constanidy and
Hardy would have to postpone his potato
spraying to relate that hackneyed tale of
Hal's prowess when he licked tha school
“bully" at the tender age of eleven, or Mrs,
Muson would stop in the act of weeding
her pansies to tell of Geordie’s diligence in
achieving a =onp orvder bieyele before he
was twelve, and ao on, ad infinitum.

Unconseionsly their common sacrifice af-
forded both a healthy outlet for worda too
long pent up. As the summer passed,
Hurdy's lean, tired face, which had mirrored
all the ravages of his sixty-thres hard
vears, smoothed inty its old kindly com-
placeney, and Mrs. Mason’s faded blue eyes
brighteried amazingly, As often as not now,
her glastes would be propped care!ees‘@ up
on her furrewed forehead as she #ent
about her house and garden duties, a llttle
song on her lipa. They grew to watch with
anxious eare the coming of the postman,
each harboring a secret fear for the safety
of the other's lad: each rejoicing in the
perusal of Jetters that brought good news.

The summer reached its zenith and began
to  wane. Hardy's gorden fulfilled his
fondest expretations and was harvested and
divided with his next deoor neighbor. Mrs.
Mason's pansies and sweetpeas were sue-
ceeded by autumny clusters of chrysanthe-
mums snd dehlias, and the friendship be-
tween the two, which was still a thing of
spatehed moments over the fence, grew into
a strong and comforting tie,

And then one bronze fall day, Hardy,
coming home from his shop and donning
garden clothes as usual, waited patiently
the length of time it takes to dip and sort
three hills of potatoes for the appearance
of Mra. Magon, There wis a newly arrived
letter from Hal lying next to his heart and
bursting to be mads publiec. For Hal had
been promoted and decorated, and, in the
natural course of avents, Mra. Mason should
have come fluttering toward him through
her flower beds to share and rejoice in the
good news,

. 2 i ing nothing inconpgruous in
| Geordie when hie graduated from grammar [ e £ e

At the fourth hilt of potataes Hardy he-

i gun to worry, At the fifth he grew embar-

ragsed at the thought of inveding her little
territory and making inquiries.
absence was sp unusual, the absolste quiet
of that house next door so ominous, that
when he did finally Iet himeelf through
hep front gate and approached the tiny
back poreh his self-consciousness was for-
gotten in his genuine conecern,

He knocked softly on the hack door, find-
the thoupght
that in all had never
thought to pay her a social call; had never
before crossed his neighbor's carcfully
scrubbed threshold., After a gecond futile
knock he tentatively turned the doorknob,
and as it yielded to his touch entered cau-
tinusly.

these woeks he

The room was a twin kitchen to his own, |
Beyond, he knew, |

but exerueciatingly neat.
wes a small square dining room und to the
right of that a small, equare parlor. That
is where he found her, gitting on tne edee

of a chair with her head lIying upon the |

golden oak centre table. She was so quiet
that at first it frightened him, and then
he saw a long envelope with a broken red
.seal—and he understood.

He went up to her very softly and laid |

a hand on her lean shoulder.

“There, there,” he gaid, groping for
words; “there, now, you mustn't take it so
hard. It's just one more thing to ba
proud of.”

She raised her head at last and her face
was terrible in its dry-eyed immobility.

“There must be some mistake,” she said
harshly. “It says that Geordie—my Geor-
die™

She reached for the envelopa and thrust
it weakly at him.

Hardy read the brief letter, feeling ap-
pallingly inarticulate, and then a typewrit-
ten phrase gave him inspiration.

“Why,"” he said eagerly, “why, Geordia was
a hero. You couldn't have read it—they're

' going to send you his medall The bravest
man in his regiment!” Surely a littls ex-
aggeration at such a time could be ex-
cused. “Decorated for bravery and died a
herole death! Why, that's different, all
right—who wouldn't die for that!”

He glanced sharply down at her, saw that
her eyelids were twitching painfully and
went on:

“Gorh!”™ he sald, with eager admiration,
"Thet's wonderful, all right! Your Geordie
out of so many, while my Hal—he's got to
be satiefled being just one of the ordinary

ensa”

But her |

That was his great sacrifice to her loss.
That proud letter against his heart burned
rebellious eontradietion, but Hardy met the
test loyally, and it worked s notking else
could have done. Geordie's mother thought
she detevted a little note

ves, netual jealon:

of jealousy—

} her friend's voice.

The asztonishing discovery brought ther
back to herself —threw a new light on her
BOrrow,

Her emotions, telessed from  their

bounds, began te shake Her and sobs came,
tatling hker boldy and cleansing her hit-
ter heart-pgreat, relioving sohs. And while
sha wept Hardy, his rough hand still on
her shoulder, patted and goothed her.

"Can't you just him, that bhrave!
Giving up his life deliberately for us—go-
ing straight to a hero’s reward with every
other mother's son of them longing to have
the same chance? He knew you'd be proud
and glad!"

sge

Gradually the sobs were subsiding.

“Why,” he went on, elaborately, “can'
you just see him—with every officer envy-
ing his record—and the medal?”

There was a long silence, broken only
by her soft weeping.

“But now I'm—I'm &ll-—alona™.

S0 softly did the words come that had he
not been wvery close he would not have
heard them. g

“Not a bit of {t,” he protested helliger-
ently, “elone nothing! That medal—we'll
hang it in the parlor, shall we? I got &

| boy and you've got & medal—and a hero.

The two hnuses won't be necessary any
more. There's no need of you staying
glone here—and I need yon, Hal and me,
and maybe my Hal, too—who knowa™

He was kneeling clumsily heside her, and
at last she raised a tear-swollen face and
put out a ehaking hand—not in supplica-
tion, but in comfort.

To an unimaginative onlooker the plet-
ure they made might have seemed almost
ludicrous. "Bhese two, battered and lined
by mors than threescore years of life,
products of the unpicturesque middle class,
of physical labor and self-denial, finding
sgain the treasure of unselfish love. . . 5

“We'll take down that picket fenee,” ghe
mused softly, her hand upon his rough
sleeve, “then you can grow twice as many
vegetahles™

“Flowers!”™ he Interrupted quickly,

“Vegetables,” she repeated with finality
“I've wasted enough on flowers, and we'll
hang it—the medal—in your parlor, Allen.™

“Our parlor, Agutha he corrected,
sofily. .




